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verse of his encyclical. I kr > nothing
of my works, and if you have/ /irned some-
thing about them I should be obliged if you
would let me know. The number of Eng-
lishmen becomes day by day more and more
frightful. They have built on the seashore
a hotel almost as large as the Louvre, and it
is always full. One cannot go out without
meeting young misses in Garibaldi jackets,
with impossible feather-decked hats, pre-
tending to make sketches. There are cro-
quet and archery parties, where come a
hundred and twenty persons. I regret the
good old times when nobody came. I have
made the acquaintance of a tame sea-gull,
which I feed with fish. It catches the fish in
the air, always head first, and swallows some
bigger than my neck. Do you remember an
ostrich of the Jardin des Plantes whom you
strangled, almost, with lozenges, in the time
when you embellished the place with your
presence ? Good-by, dear friend. I expect
to return to Paris soon and find you there. Pope say precisely the re-as wedded to him to-day. I
